(Reprinted  from  the  "Manchester  Quarterly,"  October,  1886.) 
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THE   PHILOSOPHIC  TRAMP. 
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Sketched  from  Nature. 
A  BALLAD  OF  THE  ROAD. 

BY   H.    H.    HOWORTH,   M.P.,  F.S.A. 

'fTlwas  a  blithe  and  breezy  morning, 

In  the  early  days  of  June, 
When  the  hedgerows  still  are  broidered 

With  many  a  gay  festoon  ; 
When  russet  sorrel  patches 

Give  the  grass  a  chestnut  sheen, 
And  the  larks  still  pipe  their  carols  m£[ 

To  the  corncrake  in  the  green. 

On  the  king's  highway  I  wandered, 

With  my  face  to  Kendal  town, 
When  a  fellow-traveller  hailed  me, 

His  skin  was  tanned  and  brown  ; 
His  coat  was  splashed  and  tattered, 

His  feet  were  black  and  bare, 
And  a  greasy  worn-out  fox  skin 

Covered  half  his  matted  hair. 
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He  knew  no  change  of  raiment, 

No  towel  he  nor  soap, 
He  bore  no  bag  or  baggage, 

Where  thieves  would  see  a  hope ; 
He  sported  no  umbrella, 

But  crouched  behind  a  wall, 
And  preferred  a  leafy  chestnut 

For  his  midday  parasol. 

His  only  real  treasure 

Was  a  cure  for  blistered  feet, 
Which  he  tenderly  assured  me 

I  should  find  a  genuine  treat. 
I  never  met  a  merrier  man, 

Nor  one  of  quainter  stamp 
Than  Sammy,  whom  the  guardians  call 

An  incorrigible  tramp. 

He  could  tell  you  a  good  story, 

And  sing  you  a  good  song : 
He  was  very  fond  of  company, 

Save  of  parsons,  which  was  wrong ; 
He  did  not  care  for  politics, 

And  was  ignorant  of  books, 
But  he  dearly  loved  good  "  twopenny," 

Notwithstanding  his  strange  looks. 

"  You  have  travelled  far  and  widely," 

Said  I  to  my  curious  friend, 
"  You  must  have  met  strange  people, 

And  adventures  without  end." 
"  From  John  o'Groats  to  Falmouth, 

From  Bristol  to  the  Nore, 
I  know  mostly  all  the  signboards," 

Said  my  companion,  "galore. 
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"I  have  slept  in  many  a  shanty, 

Where  the  owls  came  in  and  out, 
Like  the  ghosts  of  Deans  and  Bishops, 

So  fluffy  and  so  stout ; 
I  have  eaten  many  apples, 

And  have  roasted  many  eggs, 
But  I've  never  seen  a  treadmill — 

You  see  I've  got  good  legs. 

"What  are  pullets  to  a  farmer? 

He  counts  them  by  the  score, 
While  folks  like  you  and  me,  sir, 

May  never  see  one  more. 
I  never  think  it's  mean,  sir, 

For  poor  travellers  to  share 
What  rich  folks  must  be  tired  on — 

A  stray  salmon  or  a  hare. 

k  1  And  when  you  have  been  feeding 

For  some  weeks  on  skilly  paste, 
Which  has  a  certain  sameness 

For  folks  with  any  taste, 
There  is  a  tip-top  flavour 

In  a  roasted  pheasant's  thigh ; 
And  I'm  not  like  the  quality, 

I  don't  eat  my  pheasant  high. 

"  You'd  judge  from  my  appearance 

That  my  tailor  is  but  poor, 
And  I  make  no  great  pretensions 

On  that  or  any  score. 
Sweethearting  is  all  humbug, 

And  a  wife  is  all  my  eye ; 
Their  tramping  is  no  good,  sir, 

They  mostly  fret  or  die. 
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"  Our  friends  are  always  changing,    !  fw 

We  has  no  reof  lar  mates, 
For  friends,  like  wily  fishes, 

Need  corresponding  baits. 
But  I'm  always  very  ready 

To  be  civil  to  a  gent, 
And  if  he  can  spare  a  tanner 

I'll  warrant  it  well  spent. 

"  So  if  you  have  a  longing, 

When  every  trade  is  dull, 
To  try  your  hand  at  tramping, 

At  which  I  am  no  gull, 
I  will  teach  you  how  to  gammon 

Parsons,  wenches,  and  them  sort, 
And  when  '  The  House '  is  crowded 

How  to  find  another  port." 

"Come  now,  Sammy,  I  am  lucky, 

You're  the  very  man  for  me ; 
You  can  answer  me  a  question, 

Which  seems  full  of  mystery. 
You  have  neither  home  nor  fortune, 

No  duty  and  no  care, 
To  you  the  world  is  open, 

You  can  wander  anywhere. 

"  I  come  here  seeking  pleasure, 

It  might  be  duty's  call, 
But  to  you  the  only  pleasure 

Is  in  laughing  at  us  all. 
You  can  have  no  urgent  reason 

Why  you  travel  east  or  west, 
Just  tell  me  what  directs  you 

In  your  aimless,  endless  quest. 
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"You  have  no  other  impulse 

Than  the  throstle  in  the  bush, 
Which  sings  a  merry  ditty 

To  some  other  idle  thrush. 
Where  you  should  sleep  to-morrow, 

Where  you  should  feed  to-day, 
Seem  questions  quite  indifferent 

To  a  philosopher  so  gay." 

"  It  makes  small  odds  to  me,  sir, 

As  you  very  truly  say, 
Where  I  may  lodge  to-morrow 

And  where  I  spend  to-day ; 
But  it  does  make  all  the  difference 

To  folks  with  tastes  like  mine, 
Whether  they  face  discomfort, 

Or  takes  some  other  line. 

"  When  I  gets  up  a  mornings 

I  looks  among  the  trees, 
The  wind's  my  sailing  master, 

My  pilot  is  the  breeze ; 
He  always  blows  behind  me, 

And  never  in  my  face, 
Whether  he  creeps  on  crutches, 

Or  tries  a  rattling  pace. 

"  You  may  depend  upon  it,  guv'nor, 

And  I  know  a  thing  or  two, 
To  have  the  wind  behind  you 

Is  the  safest  thing  to  do. 
It  saves  a  sight  of  labour, 

And  many  a  swollen  eye ; 
So  if  you  take  to  tramping 

Just  do  the  same  as  I." 
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"  Sam,  here's  a  golden  sovereign, 

And  it  has  been  amply  earned, 
Your  way  of  dodging  trouble 

Is  the  best  I  ever  learned. 
Yours  is  a  whole  philosophy, 

For  peasant  and  for  prince  ; 
May  you  never  have  behind  you 

A  gale  to  make  you  wince." 


